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way, and continued to hiss luxuriously under the hot, quiver-
Ing boat. There was no sign of the Equator. But the imp,glna-
tions of geographers had somehow trumpe<jl up an incident
to break the monotony of our days; and we were Indefinably
reassured by contact with something so Important, so official,
so symmetrical.

One of my fellow-passengers came and leant over the rail
beside me.

"Well/' he said. In a lusty sort of voice, "back on the jolly
old Equator!"
"Back?" I said.

"Yes. I lived on the Equator for seven years, in North
Borneo. My bungalow was slap on top of it. I slept in one
hemisphere and had breakfast In the other. At least that was
what I always used to say/9 (And indeed it was easy to see
that he had said it many times before.) " Funny thing, living
on the Equator.5*

"You must tell me about it", I said dutifully. I was
conscious of a dreadful sinking feeling: just such a feeling,
I reflected, as I shall be arousing among my friends three
weeks from now.

The Returned Traveller looked delighted.
"Of course", he began, "I'm not much of a hand at telling
stories...."

During the next three weeks he spoke no truer words than
those.